	Cut up the following phrases to make poetry strips. These phrases come from magazine articles—you might add to what is here.



	my right hand
	full bloom

	the lawn sprinkler
	in the basement

	frost glasses
	Tiger Balm

	wet washcloths in the
	behind your ears

	heirloom
	in the shade

	fall around your face
	bouquet

	ice water over your wrists or
	wind chime

	sure to catch 
	days of zipping

	bears the artist's
	historic steam engines

	surrender
	departure from tradition

	slight
	spend hours driving

	visiting such
	We're just who we are.

	and up to the surface
	leave the trail

	you don't have to 
	and watch for 

	their mystery
	among the wildflowers

	wholly soothing
	dangling a toe or two

	just listening to the rushing water
	century-old

	reachable only by
	weaving fragrant lavender

	mountainsides stained
	our hike is not solitary

	catch up on your
	crumbling coast

	tracing the route
	inside you'll find a 

	announces
	is open in winter

	we're not better or worse than
	our late start

	and slid smoothly
	breathing

	I easily pulled
	your ticket gets you a

	sturdy hikers
	and the woods are filled

	the roots of the old vines still
	morning

	after the first snowfall
	dangers of swimming or wading

	heed the warnings
	in the icy rapids 

	migrating
	though the afternoon grows late

	trying to keep one eye on
	I pawed through

	we wander for the next few
	paddle through

	calendar of 
	tucked behind

	to sit
	conceived by nature

	blooming 
	window on America

	first, you panic
	thinking of my childhood

	pink sky
	she hunkers down

	canceled plans
	not living the American dream

	eating probably won't help
	and forgiveness

	before the first bite
	things you don't want to hear

	hang on the doorknob
	leafy wings

	eat what you like
	goldfish like to travel

	an All-American dessert
	she's gone to

	she's not coming back
	mastering the mango

	some things can't be bottled
	bearded and beautiful

	grow into a horn
	sharp spade

	know when to harvest
	their footsteps

	settle into camp
	the trails here have never taken

	muddy washes
	up to silent 800-year-old ruins

	perched on
	a contemporary guide to

	strawberry syrup
	say the word

	a small town
	where to find vintage

	hiding cracks
	family tours

	promises
	timeless as

	pre-dawn knock on the door
	little specks of

	haul in the days catch
	undiscovered

	content to study
	I pack my

	there's more than one way to
	269 miles above earth

	we floated in the windows
	after we wake

	which someday will be an ocean
	we see things as small as 

	dust shrouding the earth
	armies of alien beetles

	traffic-choked boulevard
	scraps of paper

	I feel time
	he taught himself

	he did not discover
	by charting

	collected tirelessly
	had the air of a ghost town

	hungry for
	small town way of life

	a tight smile
	what are their names?

	thrives on extremes
	my eyes rose past

	numbers whizzing by
	cards and dice

	a study in ovals
	I was born with a deck of cards

	it's a nine to five job
	visitors desperate to have

	we will not sleep
	ads on taxicabs

	you can orbit
	the games started at 5 a.m.

	exodus of refugees
	spy window

	like an unrehearsed play
	antiquarian bookstore

	stone facades or glass?
	hide, seek and ambush

	four corners of the 
	sun-drenched

	poised to open
	sober and careful

	a mean streak
	ride the rails

	roadways most slippery
	after a dry spell

	heavy downpour
	to be adequately prepared

	catch a breath of
	rails all around

	recipes handed down
	transporting you

	seawater imported from
	dark and edgy

	a magician or hypnotist
	hammered copper

	to take tea
	open to the public

	coast to coast
	mineral water

	puddles beneath wear on the
	psychic satisfaction

	mouth of the valley
	bathed in apricot

	light-headed from
	open hearths

	deepest parts of
	most acquiescent of creatures

	slim line of white
	putting the cowboys out of

	a hundred different
	spilling over

	grove of live oaks
	making sense of contradiction

	whittling a piece of wood
	you hardly realize how much

	with a kerosene lamp
	call ahead to reserve a

	shaded by 10,000
	midwinter’s afternoon

	selling souvenirs
	ferris wheel turns lazily

	I am becoming used to
	the snow hasn’t all melted

	then, as suddenly as it started,
	returned to the 19th century

	there is always another side
	the city insists on 

	her face if flushed from 
	smiling and shrugging

	never managing to be
	with sledgehammers

	tidying up
	jump back to the curb

	welcome to
	replaced by

	history unfolding
	its split personality

	I run my hands along
	pocket-size chunks of

	secretly break off small chunks
	token of liberty

	warren of alleys
	would you eat an

	feed the ocean
	use lines and hooks rather than

	2 tablespoons
	returning to its shape

	in this mundane world is a place
	save 30% on 

	approval required
	how age affects

	a brooch crafted from 
	first female

	between thumb and forefinger
	garlands of 

	our ancestors placed
	Cleopatra is said to have

	sat before an empty plate
	mollusks held their secrets

	the natural palette runs from
	makes better color and luster

	rubber boots dashed across
	either passed or failed

	when rubbed on the teeth
	it’s all a matter of time and $

	I studied the reflections
	buckets of pearls

	sun after harvest
	it is time the public knows

	remains a mystery
	one sacrificial oyster

	tombs of the Egyptian kings
	rough limestone cliffs

	under a filmy veil
	savagely sharp 

	tomb robbers 
	ten thousand tourists 

	the needle entrance
	break with the powerful 

	dip, veer and turn
	I still remember

	the water in our bottles was gone
	I started on foot for

	such wonders from the past
	the hiding place of

	the underworld equipped with
	smell of hot donkeys

	in the shade of an ancient temple
	I wanted to plod along

	a chalk-white serpent trail
	gaping

	empty their precious burdens
	into the almost tangible shadow

	arranged his shining cups
	inside a close-held handkerchief

	I shouldered my heavy
	still lie undisturbed

	which hid the entrance
	a rumor would escape the portals

	in telling the world
	a steep stairway

	ice in gunny sacks
	the age-old walls of stone echoed

	a white-clad figure
	in his buttonhole

	in my bare hands
	I entered the tomb

	huge gilt canopy
	this is what I saw:

	its twin on the other side of
	these statues have

	protected this corner
	of the inner chamber

	even out there amid the barren
	I followed my guide

	floors cluttered with sharp stones
	broken in its sanctuary

	as we passed through the last
	I could stay for a moment

	rather than see
	telling myself that 

	that mausoleum of the hills
	ribbon of road

	butterfly sails of purest white
	bougainvilleas across the water

	rude reed shelters
	royal cobra

	pupils of obsidian
	must be towed upstream

	a single quick jerk
	hot iron

	without inscriptions
	predecessor of

	known to archeologists
	to work in peace for a day

	the mountain goddess
	who came from her cave

	blue over their backs
	the lunar disk

	looks as if it had legs 
	liable to crumble to dust

	bore across the hot sands
	to pay homage to

	a casket whose vaulted lid
	a tableau

	the binding together of 
	being sacred to the sun-god

	badly crumpled
	priceless relics

	gone back to dust
	an unopened sarcophagus

	time’s slow forces
	still rich in my memory

	tents folded unceremoniously
	crates of scientific

	in our luggage
	a maze of

	ravines and gullies
	next to your hand

	danced, mad as
	the skeleton emerged

	fossil lady
	crumbled cliff slopes

	weathered
	they have been reappearing

	foraging along
	the books tell of

	intend to confront
	this uncertain hour

	sleep is better when
	soaked in 

	struck a responsive chord
	great sages juggling

	sound like they’re hundreds of
	countless loose peg

	stone facades or glass?
	hide, seek and ambush

	simple gifts
	and beat their drums

	hang by a scarlet thread
	with a sense of duty

	dancers believe
	more valuable than

	fill the kettle with
	an empty kettle

	harvested from 
	to their new home

	pieced together
	into classrooms

	an awkward moment
	steep slopes

	impatient 
	snakes used to come

	I was born on
	stirring up

	a maze of 
	undisturbed

	music blares from 
	a measure of safety

	a solo swim
	scars

	wrapped in black plastic
	electrons settled back into atoms

	a precise timepiece
	decays into lead

	bottom of rivers
	dawn of the solar system

	it’s all ash
	into the scene

	across a dark lawn
	How old are we?

	two seconds to midnight
	plucked from village trees

	this ritual
	travels the greatest distance

	inherent protection
	nobody wanted

	smoking rock
	giant avalanche

	belching steam
	this peaceful afternoon

	like a vat of acid
	between our toes

	the doors closing behind us
	out of the forests


